
10 --. GR IP*--

MY ULSTER
AT THE SIGN OF THE THREE GOLO BALLS.

I.
I I[ELD it truth, with him who sings

To one clear harp in divers tonies,
That Levi Isaaestein gave loans

On avercoats and other things.

And 1 bethought me-hence these tcars
There is a loss in gain ta match;
But who may stretch a bard ta snatch

The far-off interest of years ?

In April did we tao disband,
I spauted thee, O ulster mine,-
Ah, better ta be drunk ivith wine,

To dance with death, ay, or pound sand,

Thau that the boys should point in scorn
What trne October's red and gold
1-ave [allen Irarn ail the bills, IlBchold,

His ulster is not overworn Z

1 Il.

Old Jew, whose sole thought is ta hacard,
W hase clutch is ever on thy pelf,
Mly ulster lieth an thy shelf,

Wrapped round with paper, tied with cord.

The seasons bring the flawers again,
And bring the firstling ta the flock;
And many things ta swell thy stock

They liring ta thee fram needy men.

And still the manths steal an by stealth
Till %vinter comes,-ah, ue'er, 1 féar,
Shall I before thy face appear,

And slap thee dowvn the needful wealth I

With words, like weejs, l'Il wrap me a'er,
Like cosrsest clothes against the cald.
But that large grief which these enfold

Weeps for the ulster once 1 ware.

AIRLIE AT THE GAELIC SOCIETY'S MEETING.
DEAR MAiSTER GRip,-What for was I no born a

Hielander ? That was the verra question I keepit pittin'
tac masel as I sat in the Victoria hall thc ither nicht an'
listencd tac the wild music o' the bagpipes playin' a
pehroch. Hech i hech 1 is there onything in the history
,o' this xvorld mair pathetic than -the onselfish devotion,
thc perfect idolatry o' thae auld jacobites tac that un-
worthy yellow-headcd pretender? Whaur was the i<orld-
famed '<cannincss" o' the Scotch character then?
Cauld an' calkilatin'! Hooevcr we got that character 1
dinna ken, uniess it be that we dinna wear oor hearts on
oor siceves for daws to pick at.. A' the saine, let roc
warm ye that a genuine Scotchman, sace faut frac bein'
cauld, is naething niair or lcss than a smoulderin' voicano.
He's nmade up sometbing like this auid earth hersel-
prctty rough ootside-lots o' watts on his character nîay
bc-herc a layer o' fun, there a strong strata o' common
senise, nae end o' gude rcd satsd-an' so forth-but a'
enclosin' a giowin' centre o' lire, that preserves an' teni.
pers the hale machine. But Lord blcss me, in cean aff
the track a'thcgithcr I The craw I had tac pluck wi'
fate was in no gcttin' me born a Hielander!1 Eh mian!I
the Gaelic is just beautifu'-though 1 dinria think l'Il
ever find it in nia heart to forgie Shcriff McIKellar for the
sly trick he playcd me that nicht. When I saw the

Sheriff gettin' up tac speak, I just gac Mis. Airlie a nudge
i' the ribs wi' mia eibow, an' says I, Ilnoo we'l get some-
thing worth while," an' immediately baith o' us set tae
wark an' hoastit a' the cobwebs oot o' oor throats, just as
we were wont tae dae in the kirk at haine, after iayin'
doon oor Bibles on the book-brood an' straughtenin'
oorseis up wi' cockit iugs tae hear a giide sermon frae a
strange minister. An' there we were, a' lugs an' cen,
when the Sheriff got up-an' pittin' his rwa hands on the
back o' a chair, an' rasin' forrit, began his speech in
Gaeiic. Mrs. Airlie was sae mad that she got up an'
gaed oot-he wastia gaun tac stand up there an' mak a
fuie o' ler, she said-an' here I had tac gang a' that lang
road haine at eleven a clock at nicht withoot ma wife tae
tak care o' me! WVeci, there I sat like a born idiot, as
sober as an owl, an' a' the folk in the hall shriekin' an'
iaughin' like mad at the Sheriff's droil jokes. An' the
warst o't was, a smairt young haiflin', wi' black hair an'
bine cen, an' a most beautifu' bucket o' fiooers prccned
intili his buttonhole (by his swcetheart nae doot), he 'wad
gie me aye the 'tither prod tac empbasccze the finie pints
o' the speech, an' me no kennin' a blessed word o0% but
sittin' there like a cuif that had been brocht intae this
world withoot either hearin' or horns ! At first 1 thocht
when he began tae gie nme a dig here an' there in the
exooberance o' his Hielan' speerits (1 dînna mnean tac
here insiniwate onything conneckit wi' the Scott Act),
that possibly he micht hae an e'e tae mna watch an' chain
-but ale squint o' bis wcelfaured coontenance dispelled
that idea, an' then 1 had heard that he was a Mail
reporter, an' a representative o' the clan Fraser tae boot.
Anither thing, 1 hadna nma watch on me, but just worc
the chain tac plcase Mrs. Airlie.

But oh, thae Gaelic sangs!1 They kcep hummin' an'
hummin' in ina vety dreams-that honnie anc wbaur a'
the congregation joins in the chorus, an' gangs this way:-

"Oh Aille you're bunky dorce 1 dorec !
Oh Aille you're hunky dorte 1 dorec 1"

0f course 1 dinna pretend tac say thae wcrc the exack
words, but that's what thcy soondcd like tac me awa back
whaur 1 was sittin'. But 1 fairiy lost my heart tac the
lassie (Mis. Airlie had gaun haine by this tume) wha sang
that last Hician' sang. The Gaelic music is sac tender
an' swcet an' wacfu', sac wierd an' sac far awa; its the
trîil o' the laivrock in a dewy simmer niornîn' ; the saft
mummur o' the tide creepin' up oot owre the dulce-cov-
crcd rocks; the sad sough o' the wind through strings o'
harps Eoiian. Its the music o' the mist when it bursts intac
flame at the mornin' kiss o' the sun-an' oh, waes me!I
the music o' a ical an' warmn-hearted, people driven oot
frae their native hbis an' giens tae niak zoom, for
gaine!/

Yc sec, somehoo 1 had gotten a most extraordinar'
notion o' the Gaelic. I ayc thocht it had to be croakit
instead o' spolcen. This impression, nae doot, was deep-
encd by me ha'cn tae read that Gaelic colunin in tht
Mail every week tac Mistress Airlie. It's like tac break
ilka» tooth in my head every time 1 tackle it, an' some-
tumes I talc the cramp in mia tongue, but Mrs. Airlie ayc
insists that its a pity no tac encourage ony weel-cneant
effort, sac 1 manage tac warsle through the fearfu'
ordeai, an' after moppin' the sweat aff mna throbbin' broo'
I gencrally tak a thimblefu' o' beef, iron and wine, tae
brîng me tac again. But Gaelic, as I heard. it spoken
an' sang at the Gaeiic society was a maist delightfu' an'
ever tac be remembercd revelation. Sae why-an' what
for was 1 no born a Hielander? HuGiH AIRLIE.


